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The City Lights from a Skyscraper 

Like port-holes of a ship afloat in space 
Or danger signals in a hidden place ; 

An iridescent serpent with black jaws; 
A banner tattered in a giant's cause ; 

A sun-touched river winding through the gloom; 
Wild writing on the heavens of a doom ; 

Or just the cottage-candles in a wood 
Where children play together and are good. 

THE HARP OF THB WIND 

My house stands high — 
Where the harp of the wind 
Plays all day, 
Plays all night ; 
And the city light 
Is far away. 

Where hangs the harp that the winds play? — 
High in the air — 
Over the sea? 

The long straight streets of the far-away town, 
Where the lines of light go sweeping down, 
Are the strings of its minstrelsy. 

[167] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And the harp of the wind 

Gives to the wind 

A song of the city's tears ; 

Thin and faint, the cry of a child, 

Plaint of the soul unreconciled, 

A song of the passing years. 

THE ORGAN ANGELS 

They gather the winds that they may sound 
His greater glory through the vaulted sky; 
They make soft melodies to flow together 
Before God, a mighty stream. 

SILENT ONES 

I like silent people. 

I like to hear them speak, 

Because their voices come from the silences 

Of their own souls. 

I seem to hear the sound 

Of windless forests 

And of still waters, 

Which wrapt the earth before the day of man. 

They know not, however, what they speak ; 

But I, who dwell in the roar of many streets — 

I who listen, hear. 
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